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WHY THIS STORY IS TOLD 


Brine in America during 1915, in the vacation 
weeks I was sent to preach at several holiness camp 
meetings for the purpose of securing help in India’s 
Mass Movement. In one camp, after giving three 
addresses on the “Mass Movement in India,” the 
leader, in, an appreciative good-by talk, remarked, 
“You will notice that the Bishop has told us about 
missions, but has carefully avoided telling us any- 
‘thing of his own personal Christian experiences,” 
with a suggestive emphasis on the idea that if I 
had a real experience I would surely have told it. 
I had assumed that it would be taken for granted 
that one who had given his life to the mission field 
had a real spiritual experience, and therefore gave 
all my time to telling about missions. However, 
while in the train on my way to another camp meet- 
ing, where I would be an entire stranger, I selected 
a few epoch-making personal spiritual experiences 
and told them in an introductory address at that 
camp meeting the telling of which seemed to be 
appreciated by the audience. 

I once heard the story of a man who went to 
Chicago from New York and introduced himself to 
another man, who had a very wonderful spiritual 
experience, saying, “I have come all the way from 
New York to Chicago to get your experience.” 
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Quick as thought the Chicago man replied: “You 
shan’t have it. Get one all your own.” The spell 
was broken, and the stranger got one all his own. 
Our loving Father is waiting to give as great a 
variety of experiences to his children as he has given 
in variety of faces. Each child of God can and 
should have an experience as distinctly all his own 
as he has a face all his own. But while each must 
find his own experience, we may help each other in 
seeking it. 

For this reason, and particularly hoping to help in 
leading boys, girls, and young people into a definite 
experience of their own, and in deference to the 
judgment of many others who have heard me tell it, 
I have consented to let the story of my experiences 
be printed, a little more fully, but in about the form 
in which I told them at the camp meetings. 


MY OWN PLACE 


Tun following is the first poem I ever recited in 
public. It was at a school closing, when I was about 
thirteen, and it has influenced my whole life: 


Whoever I am, wherever my lot, 
Whatever I happen to be, 

Contentment and Duty shall hallow the spot 
That Providence orders for me: 

No covetous straining and striving to gain 
One feverish step in advance— 

I know my own place, and ye tempt me in vain 
To hazard a change or a chance. 


I care for no riches that are not my right, 
Nor honor that is not my due; 

But stand in my station by day and by night, 
The will of my Master to do: 

He lent me my lot, be it humble or high, 
And set me my business here, 

And whether I live in his service, or die, 
My heart shall be found in my sphere. 


(Continued on page 19) 
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CHAPTER I 
BOYHOOD LIFE AND EXPERIENCES 


My Cornish grandparents, who lived to the age of 
over ninety, were Methodists, and in their younger 
life saw John Wesley. I visited their Cornish home 
in 1896, when coming from India to America to Gen- 
eral Conference, and heard inspiring stories con- 
cerning the prayer life of my grandmother. It is 
there even yet popularly believed that she healed the 
sick and wrought other miracles through prayer. 
My father came to Canada when a young man; he 
had inherited his mother’s power in prayer and was 
a Methodist local preacher for over sixty years. He 
was translated at the age of over eighty. 


My Your 


I was reared and worked on one of the hilliest, 
stumpiest, and stoniest Canadian farms I have ever 
seen. How vividly there come to my mind my boy- 
hood experiences of chopping cordwood to pay my 
high-school expenses, stumping, logging, and pick- 
ing stones until the skin was torn off my fingers and 
the stones stained with my blood! Then I cut the 
leather out of the legs of high-topped boots and fitted 
it onto my hands, so as to cover my bleeding fingers, 
and went on building stone fences. I then thought 
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that mine was a very hard life, but I have long since 
looked back to those boyhood experiences as God’s 
way of providing me with a physique that enabled 
me to serve three years as a missionary in British 
North America, where I have known the thermom- 
eter to register sixty degrees below zero, and 
where I was once lost for twenty-four hours in a 
blizzard at forty-five degrees below zero. In sharp- 
est contrast I have lived thirty-seven years in India’s 
tropical heat. At a farewell occasion while on a 
visit to that northland, just before leaving for India, 
a good sister remarked, “There will be no other man 
in all the church who will be so well able as you to 
understand the hymn beginning, 


‘From Greenland’s icy mountains 
To India’s coral strand.’ ’* 


It has, therefore, for many years been my work- 
ing theory that God has a system and plan in build- 
ing my life, and that what he built into my boyhood 
was to prepare me for that which was to come later 
in life; and this, in my judgment, is God’s general 
method with all his people. 

When I was a boy of about twelve summers a boy- 
hood friend of my father’s visited him. They were 
taking a walk, and unnoticed I followed them. Then 
I overheard my father’s friend praising my brothers 
and sisters, but about me he said, “Wesley will 


1The correct form is: 


“From Greenland’s icy mountains, 
From India’s coral strand.” 
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never amount to much.” My father vigorously pro- 
tested, and sang my praises to such an extent that 
I resolved not to disappoint him, but would do some- 
thing great. That hour I was intellectually awak- 
ened. Parents, let your young people know that you 
believe in them! 

About the same time our pastor preached a mis- 
‘sionary sermon, at the end of which he circulated a 
subscription. When the paper came to our pew, I 
asked, “May I subscribe?” Father answered, “If 
you earn and pay your own money, you may.” I 
proudly wrote down my name for one dollar. I 
had it earned long before the collectors came around, 
and wished either that I had subscribed more or 
that the collectors might come soon. That dollar 
subscription was the beginning which ended in giv- 
ing myself. Parents, give your children a chance 
to link themselves definitely with Jesus in saving a 
lost world! 


My CoNnvERSION 


When a boy of about thirteen, one evening at the 
‘setting of the sun, my father said to me, “Water the 
stock.” Soon some boys arrived, and, being a real 
boy, I forgot my work and played. A little later my 
father came around and asked, “Have you done 
what I told you?” 

“Yes, father,’ I replied. 

He knew I had not, and I even now recall how he 
said not a word, but walked away in the twilight, so 
burdened and bowed because of hearing a falsehood 
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from his own boy that it suddenly gave him the 
appearance of an old man. The boys left and I 
watered the stock. Then, boylike, I forgot, went to 
bed and slept. During the next forenoon mother 
called me to her and said, “Do you know your father 
neither went to bed nor slept all last night?” 

I replied, “No, mother, I did not know. Why 
didn’t he sleep?” 

Mother’s answer was, “Your father spent all last 
night praying for you.” 

My saintly mother’s words and tears went through 
my heart like an arrow and rang like a bell in my_ 
ears and I became powerfully convicted of sin. 
Just following that a series of revival meetings were 
held in our church. Yet notwithstanding the terrible 
conviction under which I was, it was exceedingly 
hard for me in the presence of all my school asso- 
ciates to surrender and seek forgiveness. One night 
—how well I remember it—our pastor, in the enthu- 
siasm of his appeal for decision said: 

“Tf any of you here reject Christ, go to hell, and 
cry out with pain in the torments of hell, Satan will 
come to you and say ‘Shut up, you were offered 
Christ and salvation down in the little white Meth- 
odist church, and you rejected Christ, and chose me; 
shut up.” That was too much, and I then and 
there surrendered and chose Christ, saying, “Mr. 
Satan, you will never say that to me in hell.” I 
then became a seeker and had no rest until I found 
it in a consciousness of pardoned sin. The revival 
services continued several weeks and a small boy was 
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the only convert, and the critics said: “He will back- 
slide in a few weeks. The revival is a failure.” 

That “small boy” is now telling the story. 

How can I ever reward my now translated father 
for that night of prevailing prayer? I never could; 
but God rewarded him by letting him live to see 
that very boy become a minister, a missionary, and a 
bishop. Just a few months after election to my 
present office, in Chicago, May, 1900, God said to 
my saintly father: “It is enough. Come up higher.” 
Mother had entered into rest about two years before. 
How can I ever be sufficiently grateful for such a 
parentage and such a home? 

It is my hope and prayer that the story of my 
father’s night of prevailing prayer may encourage 
other parents to pray as he did. I do not believe 
that parents through prayer can break the wills of 
their children and compel them to surrender to 
Jesus, but I do believe that my father prayed until 
God sent conviction through the Holy Spirit until 
Sin became such an unbearable burden that I gladly 
yielded my will to the will of God, prayed until my 
sins were pardoned, and the burden removed; and I 
was genuinely converted. I firmly believe that the 
same heavenly Father will in the same manner hear 
the cry of other praying parents, and for their en- 
couragement I leave this testimony concerning God’s 
answer to my father’s fervent prayers. 

I joined the church after my conversion. I 
rejoiced many days in the delight of that precious 
experience. I had for months a real and precious 
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joy in the consciousness of pardoned sin, but after 
a time I found that I did not have a continuous 
abiding peace and rest. I tried as a boy very hard 
indeed to be good, and as I look back I believe that 
T lived a very correct outward life. I lived among a 
very godly people, who set a very high ideal before 
me, up to which I felt I could not live. I daily 
prayed: 
“Quick as the apple of an eye, 
O God, my conscience make! 


Awake my soul when sin is nigh 
And keep it still awake.” 


But I suffered many an inward defeat. 


MY OWN PLACE 
(Continued from page 11) 


If wealthy, I stand as the steward of my King; 
If poor, as the friend of my Lord; 

If feeble, my prayers and my praises I bring; 
If stalwart, my pen or my sword. 

If wisdom be mine, I will cherish His gift; 
If simpleness, bask in his love; 

If sorrow, his hope shall my spirit uplift; 
If joy, I will throne it above! 


The good that it pleases my God to bestow, 
I gratefully gather and prize; 

The evil—it can be no evil, I know— 
But only a good in disguise; 

And whether my station be lowly or great, 
No duty can ever be mean; 

The factory-cripple is fixed in his fate, 
As well as a king or a queen! 


For Duty’s bright livery glorifies all 
With brotherhood, equal and free, 
Obeying, as children, the heavenly call, 
That places us where we should be; 
A servant—the badge of my servitude shines, 
As a jewel invested by heaven ; 
A monarch, remember that justice assigns 
Much service, where so much is given. 


(Continued on page 27) 
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CHAPTER II 
ENTRANCE INTO THE ABIDING LIFE 


I CANNOT now recall that I had ever heard a ser- 
mon on holiness, heart purity, or on victory over the 
power of sin. No person in the church which our 
family attended professed holiness, nor do I remem- 
ber that the experience was preached or professed. 
The people did speak of “having religion” and “more 
religion.” There were people in the congregation 
concerning whom I still believe that they lived holy 
lives, and the testimony of their lives convicted me, 
for I knew they had an abiding joy and peace in 
their “religion” which I had not. I therefore became 
very dissatisfied with my inner life, and. was 
struggling all the time for an experience such as I 
knew others enjoyed. | 
_ A man attended our class meeting, and his weekly 
testimony was, “I have just enough religion to make 
me miserable.” That is, he had too much religion 
to get his pleasure out of the world, and not enough 
to get it out of his religion. I always felt that that 
man told the experience I then had. 

Three years went by with that exceedingly unsatis- 
factory religious experience. Then our pastor 
announced a revival service in the church. Before 
the special services began I declared, as a boy, in the 
. 21 
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class meetings that “during the coming revival I 
will either get ‘more religion’ or I will leave the 
church and go back into the world.” This was a 
tremendously serious matter to me, for I felt that 
to go back was to be lost, and yet to advance in 
spiritual life seemed to me almost hopeless. 

The meetings began and continued about four 
weeks. Early in the revival services I made the 
Same announcement before the whole congregation 
that I had made in the class meeting, and went for- 
ward for prayers, though as a church member that 
was harder for me to do than it would have been if 
I had not been a church member, for I thought I 
was bringing disgrace upon the church. Many 
good people prayed for me privately and publicly. 
The weeks went by and I went forward to be prayed 
for night after night, but no relief came to my poor, 
burdened heart. As my case became more desperate 
I recalled the story of Jacob praying until the morn- 
ing, and at the rising of the sun the angel appeared 
and blessed him. I decided to do the same, and dur- 
ing the four weeks of revival I spent five nights 
praying under a great beech tree on my father’s 
farm. At early dawn I would slip into my room 
just before the others would rise. In all these nights 
of prayer I found no relief. On a Friday night the 
pastor announced that the revival services would 
close with the coming Sunday morning service, and 
I had no more light or joy than when the revival 
began; and my announcement that if my heart was 
not satisfied I would leave the church and go back 
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into the world was out, which I keenly felt I must 
do. To me my condition seemed desperate and hope- 
less. 


My Entrance Intro «a New Lire 


On Saturday morning, about sunrise, I was on the 
straw stack in the barnyard, with a long hay knife 
cutting across the stack to loosen the straw to feed 
the cattle. While thus working, and in a despon- 
dent, meditative mood, wondering what more I could 
do, there seemed suddenly to float out before me in 
the air the illuminated letters: “John, three, six- 
teen.” I began to read: “God so loved the world.” 
I caught at the words, “the world” and reasoned. 

“T am a part of the world, therefore I could believe 
that ‘God so loved me’ that ‘he gave his only begotten 
Son’ for me.” All was clear that far. 

Then I came to that all-inclusive word “whoso- 
ever” and recalled the story I had heard of Richard 
Baxter, who said, “I would rather have the word 
‘whosoever’ in John, three, sixteen, than to have 
‘Richard Baxter,’ for then I would at once be tempted 
to believe it was for some other Richard Baxter, but 
I know ‘whosoever’ includes this Richard Baxter.” 

I reasoned, “I also know that my name is in that 
‘whosoever.’” I then read on, “believeth on him.” 
“Tyo I believe on him?” That was the next question 
to be settled. _ 

During several years in competition for Sunday- 
school prizes I had recited the whole four Gospels. 
In thought I ran over what the New Testament said 
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about Jesus and cried out: “I believe every word of 
the Gospels. Lord, I do believe.” Then I read on, 
“shall not perish.” Quick as a flash I saw the weak 
place in my faith. I had been believing on Jesus, but 
fearing that I should perish. At this point I sprang 
to my feet on the straw stack and read it over again, 
“shall not perish, but shall have everlasting life.” 
Then I saw that I had, through doubt, treated the 
promise as though it had read, “shall perish, and 
shall not have everlasting life.” I cried out, “Lord, 
I will reverse it no longer, I will believe it as it 
reads,” which is, “shall not perish, but shall have 
everlasting life.” 

Then I seemed to have another inspiration. I 
had long been troubled about understanding what it 
meant to believe. As a boy I had worked out a 
theory that if I could for a moment forget every- 
thing else in the world and see Jesus on the cross, 
that would be “exercising saving faith,’ and when 
praying I would find myself trying to do that. I 
now asked myself this question: “How do you believe 
your mother’s promises?” ‘The answer was at once: 
“T believe because I believe in my mother, the 
promiser.” The next moment I realized that 
believing mother’s promises was not a mental effort 
and struggle such as I had been through for years, 
but a mental rest. I just believed that her promise 
was true without any effort whatever, not because I 
felt it but because mother made it. Then I cried, 
“Jesus made this promise and I believe it.’ Then 
I waited and looked again into my heart for the 
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feeling about which others testified, but no feeling 
came. I then saw clearly, for the first time, that I 
was trusting partly in Jesus and partly in my feel- 
ings. Presently the Spirit showed me that feeling 
never saved anyone, that only Jesus saves. I remem- 
ber that, standing on the straw stack, I cried out: 
“O Jesus! I rest my all on thy promise, and I will 
leave all with thee.” But, alas! again I waited for 
the feeling as a witness, and was sure it would come, 
but it did not come. I was still trusting partly in 
Christ and partly in feeling. I at last turned away 
from looking for feeling and cried aloud: “My Jesus, 
I stake my all on John, three, sixteen. If I never 
_ have any feeling and if I am lost, I will quote this 
promise before thee at the Judgment and say: ‘I cast 
my little all upon it and trusted it, but it failed me. 
It is not my fault, it is thine.’ ” 

I had at last come through years of struggling to 
where I trusted wholly in “the word of the Lord.” 
Then suddenly I received a definite and abiding 
assurance that I was saved, and that assur- 
ance gave me a great heart-warming peace and 
joy. At last the abiding Spirit’s witness was truly 
mine. I leaped from the straw stack, ran to my 
mother, threw my arms around her neck and shouted, 
“Mother, I am saved! I am fully saved! I am fully 
saved !” 

I had not up to that time had any teaching con- 
cerning an experience of sanctification or holiness, 
and had heard no testimonies concerning such an 
experience except the testimony of the life of Chris- 
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tians who were living it and professing it under 
other names. There was in the congregation, where 
I worshiped, a sweet-faced, white-haired saint, whom 
we called “Mother Robinson.” She had prayed a 
drunken husband into the Kingdom. My memory, 
even to this day, recalls her very high type of Chris- 
tian experience, and I want to bear my strongest 
possible witness to the power there is in the testi- 
mony of a pure, sweet, and saintly life. 

Now, after years of study and hearing the testi- 
mony of many, it is clear to me that during those 
years, as a boy, I had prayed myself through to the 
“Abiding Life’ and what I now believe to be the 
experience of “scriptural holiness” which, as I under- 
stand it, is such a freedom from sin, self-will, and 
selfishness and such a passionate love for Jesus that 
it makes the heart long, above all things, for his 
approval, companionship, guidance, and blessing, and 
that gratefully and joyfully gives Jesus “in all things 
the preeminence.” 


MY OWN PLACE 
(Continued from page 19) 


Away, then, with “helpings” that humble and harm, 
Though “bettering” trips from your tongue: 

Away! for your folly would scatter the charm 
That round my proud poverty hung; 

I felt that I should stand like a man at my post, 
Though peril and hardship were there— 

And all that your wisdom would counsel me most 
Is “Leave it; do better elsewhere.” 


If “better” were better indeed, and not “worse,” 
I might go ahead with the rest, 
But many a gain and a joy is a curse, 
And many a grief for the best; 
No! Duties are all the “advantage” I use; 
I pine not for praise nor for self, 
And as to ambition, I care not to choose, 
My better or worse for myself. 


I will not, I dare not, I cannot !—I stand 
Where God has ordained me to be; 

An honest mechanic—or lord in the land— 
He fitted my calling for me; 

Whatever my state, be it weak, be it strong, 

_ With honor, or sweat, on my face, 

This, this is my glory, my strength and my song, 
I stand like a star in my place. 
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CHAPTER III 
THE ABIDING LIFE 


To me the higher and highest possible Christian 
experience is taught by Jesus in his saying: “He 
that abideth in me, and I in him, the same bringeth 
forth much fruit.” 

This is the way in which it all came to me. On 
the basis that each child of God can and should 
have an experience “all his own” I love to call the 
highest possible experience in Christian life, not 
sanctification, but the “Abundant Life” or the 
“Abiding Life.” I love this terminology with all 
my heart because it describes a life of holiness in 
the language that Jesus used, and because it makes 
it all so clear. What fruit would the owner of a 
vineyard expect from the branch of a vine that was 
often pulled out and stuck in again, and did not 
“abide in the vine”? Just recall the promises that 
follow in the teachings of Jesus concerning this abid- 
ing experience. 

To my thinking the sweetest promises in all the 
Bible concerning answers to prayer, glorifying God 
and God’s love, are given us by Jesus in connection 
with his saying, “Abide in me,” while the same utter- 
ance gives us a clear-cut statement of the fruitless- 
ness and uselessness and certain destruction of 

29 


30 A COVENANT-KEEPING GOD 


those who do not have and retain this abiding rela- 
tion to Jesus Christ. Read again, with these great 
truths in mind; John, fifteen, verses three to | 
eight: 

“Now ye are clean through the word which I have 
spoken unto you. Abide in me, and I in you. As the 
branch cannot bear fruit of itself, except it abide in 
the vine; no more can ye, except ye abide in me. I 
am the vine, ye are the branches: he that abideth in 

me, and I in him, the same bringeth forth much fruit: 

for without me ye can do nothing. If a man abide 
not in me, he is cast forth as a branch, and is 
withered; and men gather them, and cast them into 
the fire, and they are burned. If ye abide in me, 
and my words abide in you, ye shall ask what ye 
will, and it shall be done unto you. Herein is my 
Father glorified, that ye bear much fruit; so shall 
ye be my disciples.” 

Then in verse nine just following, we have what 
is to me the most wonderful statement concerning 
God’s love for his people in the whole Bible. I can 
never forget keeping a Morning Watch while I was 
yet a young man, and while reading Christ’s descrip- 
tion of the highest type of spiritual life as above 
quoted, concerning the “abiding life,’ when suddenly 
verse nine was illuminated for me by the Holy Spirit, 
and stood out as really mine. I read it again and 
again and again, and ever since I have lived on it 
and rejoiced in it: 

“Even as the Father hath loved me, 
I also have loved you.” 
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I reasoned ; God is infinite in love, and that love is 
lavished and centered on “his only begotten Son.” 
That morning I suddenly came to realize that Jesus 
had taught concerning those who abide, that as the 
Father, Son, and Holy Spirit love each other, they 
unitedly love “even me.” The glory of this new 
Spirit-illuminated revelation—of the infinite depth, 
height, length, and breadth of divine love for the 
abiding believer, as it came to me in that Morning 
Watch through the teaching of the ninth verse— 
overjoyed me, and it has held my heart from then 
till now. 

I once had an invalid woman in my congregation. 
She always brought to church her Bible, which had 
very large print. The church had provided her a 
special seat and a resting place for her big Bible, 
and I noticed that whenever I in the pulpit would 
refer to a verse she would turn to it and mark it. 
I became greatly interested in her Bible, and one 
day in her home, looking through her Bible, I found 
over the pronoun “you” in John, fifteen, nine, printed 
very neatly with red ink, her name, which was “Ella 
Baker,” and as I read in her Bible: 


“Hven as the Father hath loved me, 
ELLA BAKER 


T also have loved you.” 


I handed back her Bible, saying, “Ella Baker, your 
amended verse is as true as anything between the 
lids of the blessed Book.’’. I anew realized and 
rejoiced in the fact that if I lived the “Abiding Life” 
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I could also put my unworthy name over the pro- 
noun “you” in John, fifteen, nine, as confidently as 
did Ella Baker, and that this amended personal 
assuring announcement of infinite love would be as 
true as any other statement between the lids of my 
Bible. 
“So nigh, so very nigh to God 
I cannot nearer be; 
For in the person of his Son, 
I am as near as he, 


“So dear, so very dear to God, 
More dear I cannot be; 

The love wherewith he loves his Son, 
Such is his love for me.” 


The same privilege is for everyone who reads this 
story, and for all God’s people. 


How to ABIDE 


That is a vital question. Jesus always exempli- 
fied his teaching by his life, so in his answer to this, 
a vital question to every earnest Christian heart, 
Jesus gives us a clear-cut, simple answer in words 
whose conditions require only that we should do 
“even as I have done.” Hear his answer as found in 
verse ten: “If ye keep my commandments, ye shall 
abide in my love; even as I have kept my Father’s 
commandments, and abide in his love.’ Obedience 
to Christ alone solves all the mysteries of how to 
abide. | 


Tue Joy or ton ABIDING Lirn 
How I wish I could bear a word of testimony that 
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would help all the boys and girls and young people 
in our homes to see that being a Christian is not to 
be long-faced or sad-hearted. Some young people 
seem to think that being a true Christian is to obey 
a series of “Don’t”—“Don’t”—“Don’t”—“Don’t do 
this,” and “Don’t do that,” until they come to feel 
that to become real Christians is to surrender all the 
pleasures there are in life. Such teaching is an unfor- 
givable libel on Christ’s glorious joy-giving gospel. 

In sharpest contrast with all such false concep- 
tions concerning the true Christian life, hear Jesus, 
in verse eleven of this chapter, sum up the whole 
teaching and purpose of his coming into this world 
to save men, and to give his life to reveal God’s 
Love: “These things have I spoken unto you, that 
my joy might remain in you, and that your joy 
might be full.” “Fullness of joy,” no long, sad, un- 
happy faces, is what Jesus has provided for all who 
abide in him. His joy is a joy greater, a joy that 
will last longer and go deeper into your soul, than 
the joy of abounding health, ambitions attained, 
abundant wealth, and all other purely earthly joys 
and pleasures combined, for it can be truthfully said 
of all these, “They shall cease,” but “Love never 
faileth.” 

Now, let me close my testimony and understand- 
ing of the “Abiding Life” by bringing before you a 
better cluster of grapes than the spies brought out 
of the promised land. It has been hung up for us 
by the great apostle, the greatest interpreter of the © 
teachings of Jesus. Look at it: 
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Love, joy, peace, long-suffering, kindness, gentle- 
ness, goodness, faith, meekness, self-control, temper- 
ance. 

Can you not hear the apostle Paul, as he read over 
this dictation of the Holy Spirit, and meditated 
upon its fullness and its harmony with Christ’s 
declaration, “He that abideth in me and I in him, 
the same bringeth forth much fruit,” say, “Yes, 
against such there is no law”? 

I was seventeen when I entered into that new 
experience; now I am almost seventy, and may I 
testify to the praise of his blessed name, that the 
consciousness of my “living in Him” which came 
into my heart during my boyhood “straw-stack 
experience,” has remained with me and become riper 
and richer through all the intervening years. I now 
call it “My Abiding Life” or “My Abiding Blessing.” 

What I learned in those years of comparative spir- 
itual darkness while seeking for a more restful 
experience has given me much sympathy for and 
insight into the difficulties of others who are in 
doubt, and has enabled me to help so many seekers 
that I now look back to even that period of spir- 
itual darkness as a very vital part of the prepara- 
tion for my life-work. 


My Morro-Trext 


Some time after I had entered into this experience 
there stayed over night in my father’s home a godly 
layman. In the morning, conducting family prayers, 
he read the thirty-seventh psalm, that marvelous 
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psalm, one of my favorite psalms. When he came to 
the fourth and fifth verses, which read, “Delight thy- 
Self also in the Lord; and he shall give thee the 
desires of thine heart; Commit thy way unto the 
Lord; trust also in him; and he shall bring it to 
pass,” the good man lifted his eyes and looked down 
at me over his spectacles and said: “These verses 
would make an ideal life motto for you.” I at once 
took these verses as my motto-text, and soon saw 
that they contained the same idea of abiding as 
given in the teaching of Jesus. Such an impression 
was madé upon my young heart that for twenty-five 
years they have had as much influence over my life 
as any other verses in the whole Bible. . 

At first, as a boy, I thought if I would just delight 
to do the will of Jehovah He would give me what- 
ever I wanted; but I soon came to see that this text 
could not mean that, for I might desire things that 
were not good, but evil, and I knew Jehovah could 
not be a partner in anything that was evil. But as 
I meditated carefully over its meaning, all became 
clear. I found it meant that in this “Abiding Life” 
I would be given a new heart with new desires, and 
that my new desires would be only for things that 
were pleasing to Him. I came to know that to abide 
in Christ is to be so changed inwardly as to hate 
evil and love the good. That is what happened in 
my case. I soon found that I had new desires, new 
affections, new aspirations, entirely new ambitions, 
and I think it could scarcely be possible for anyone 
to have continuously a happier life than mine has 
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been, for with these new desires flowing into my 
branch life from the vine life, I have been doing 
just what I wanted to do all my life. Now, when 
one can do just what he wants to do he surely should 
be happy; and when one can add to that “the witness 
of a good conscience” and be conscious of God’s 
approval, surely that is ideal happiness. 

But the fifth verse, “Commit thy way unto the 
Lord; trust also in him; and he shall bring it to 
pass,” also helped me tremendously. It changed the 
pronoun “I” to “he” throughout the rest of my life. 
It is of great value to note the Bible pronouns. I 
no longer thought that “I” had to bring “things to 
pass,” but only to “commit my way,” and then not 
weak “I” but Almighty God would, for me and 
through me, bring “things to pass.” If anything at 
all worth while has happened in my life, here is the 
secret: “He shall bring it to pass.” My testimony ~ 
is this: a “covenant-keeping God,” according to his 
riches on a divine scale, has blessed me “exceeding 
abundantly above” all my highest boyish desires or 
thoughts. 


“But unto them which are called, . . . Christ 
the power of God, and the wisdom of God.” 


“God hath chosen the weak things of the world 
to confound the things which are mighty.” 


“God hath chosen, yea, and things which are not, 
to bring to naught things that are: that no flesh 
should glory in his presence.” 


“I the Lord thy God will hold thy right hand.” 





CHAPTER IV 
BOYHOOD READING AND CALL TO PREACH 


I was born in a log cabin in a home of compara- 
tive poverty but abounding piety. My family inherit- 
ance was not in cash, but in character, high ideals, 
and Christ. How many times I have tried to en- 
courage the poor preachers in India by telling them 
that they would, out of their poverty, leave the same 
priceless inheritance to their children that my par- 
ents left to me. Bible-reading and family prayers 
daily came into my boyhood life. In our Sunday 
school a prize was yearly given to the pupil who 
could, during the year, recite the largest number 
of Bible verses, and it was considered a very great 
honor to win that prize. There was a neighbor boy 
who was determined to win the prize, and I was as 
determined that the prize should be mine. This 
competition between us continued for several years. 
During those years I committed to memory and 
recited to my teacher the entire four Gospels, the 
Acts of the Apostles, and some of the Psalms, and 
each year won the prize. This filled my boyhood 
thoughts with the sayings and doings of Jesus. 

Among the prizes was a book called Filling Up 
the Chinks, which told the story of very remarkable 
achievements in an invalid’s life, because of “Fill- 
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ing Up the Chinks,” or always using unemployed 
moments in reading to a purpose. I owe much to 
the ideas I gained from that book. 

Among the books to me then accessible were The 
Pilgrim’s Progress, Foxe’s Book of Martyrs, The 
Life of Martin Luther, and his predecessors and suc- 
cessors—that is, the whole Reformation story and 
other books of that type. 

Among books in my boyhood home that I well 
remember was the Autobiography of Peter Cart- 
wright. I especially remember it because one of the 
ways my parents entertained their guests and 
“showed off” their boy was to have me read to them 
some of Peter Cartwright’s unique stories. There is 
one that helped me as a boy, and even later, from 
falling into such types of confused thinking as are 
illustrated in the story, and I am going to pass 
it on, for not many of our young people, so far as 
I know, are now reading Peter Cartwright. He 
tells in the story of how he was being entertained in 
the home of a wealthy popular physician, who was a 
total unbeliever in the Christian religion, and that 
while he was sitting in that elegant home visiting, 
suddenly the Doctor began: 

“Mr. Cartwright, I know you are a man of rea- 
son and good sense; and I think I can prove to you, 
beyond the power of successful contradiction, that 
there is no such thing as experimental religion, and 
that it is all imagination and delusion.” 

“Very well, Doctor; try it.” 

“Well, sir,’ he said, “does not all knowledge, 
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either human or divine, depend upon sensible evi- 
dence?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Does not faith, human or divine, depend on 
credible evidence?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Well, now, sir,” said the Doctor, “you contend 
that the Christian religion is an experimental fact 
and that all Christians have sensible evidences of a 
change of heart, which you call religion. Man hag 
five senses, namely, seeing, hearing, tasting, smell- 
ing, and feeling. On the united and concurrent 
testimony of these five senses, or witnesses, all 
knowledge of experimental religion depends; and 
all professions of the knowledge of facts that can- 
not be proved by these witnesses must be fallacious, 
and, therefore, a deception. Now, sir,” said the Doc- 
tor, “permit me to ask you a few serious and 
solemn questions; and I demand honest and un- 
equivocal answers, direct.” 

“Did you ever see religion?” 

I answered “No.” 

“Did you ever hear religion?” 

“No.”’ 

“Did you ever smell religion?” 

“No.” 

“Did you ever taste religion?” 

“No.” 

“Did you ever feel religion?” 

“Yeas.” 

“Now, then,” said the Doctor, with apparent tri- 


42 A COVENANT-KEEPING GOD 


umph, “I have proved, beyond a doubt, by four 
respectable witnesses, that religion is not seen, 
heard, tasted, nor smelled; and but one lone solitary 
witness, namely, feeling, has testified that it is an 
experimental fact. The weight of evidence is over- 
powering, sir, and you must give it up.” 

I paused, and seemed to be astonished, and 
greatly perplexed; but recovering myself a little, L 
said : 

“Doctor, are you willing that your principles and 
professional practice shall be tested by the same 
array of testimony as you have vehi to over- 
throw revealed religion?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Well, sir, you profess to understand the science 
of medicine. You have had, and now have, a large 
and lucrative practice. You profess to have cured 
various and complicated diseases, and to have 
relieved and removed many pains, in the compli- 
cated forms in which they have attacked the human 
system; and you have amassed a princely fortune by 
your successful practice.” 

“All true,” said the Doctor. 

“Well, sir, do you not know that you have been 
playing the hypocrite, and practicing a most 
wretched fraud on the gullibility of the people?” 

Said the Doctor, rather fiercely, “I certainly know 
no such thing, sir.” 

I replied, “Well, Doctor, I will ask you a few 
questions if you please, and I demand honest and 
prompt answers.” 
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“Very well, sir,” said the Doctor. 

“Well, sir, did you ever see a pain?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Did you ever hear a pain?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Did you ever smell a pain?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Did you ever taste a pain?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Tid you ever feel a pain?” 

“Certainly I did, sir.” 

By this time I had well-nigh taken the wind out 
of the Doctor’s sails, and his countenance betrayed 
confusion. 

Just at that moment the Lord, in a very powerful 
manner, blessed the pious wife of the Doctor, and 
she shouted aloud and blessed God for revealed reli- 
gion. She ran and threw her arms around her hus- 
band’s neck, and exhorted him, with streaming eyes 
and words that burned, to be reconciled to God. I 
said, “Let us all kneel and pray.” The Doctor fell 
‘on his knees and wept like a child and prayed 
fervently. The great deep of his heart was broken 
up, his infidelity gave way, and, for the first time in 
his life, he wept and prayed. His conversion was 
the beginning of a glorious revival of religion in 
the settlement, and many were the souls saved by 
grace. 

Has not the story of this confused, worldly wise 
prodigal, who through sense perception for years 
failed to comprehend spiritual realities and on 
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husks starved his spiritual life, but who immediately 
found satisfaction and became an avenue of bless- 
ing to others when on his knees he moved up into 
the realm of spiritual law where spiritual things 
are “spiritually discerned,” something suggestive for 
other confused, fruitless and unsatisfied souls? 

I am tempted to reproduce another of my boyhood 
Peter Cartwright stories, for it ingeniously shows 
the value in Christian workers taking Satan by 
surprise by being “instant in season and out of sea- 
son.” It further may help some to adjust them- 
selves to the advance from Mount Sinai to the 
Sermon on the Mount which our church has taken 
on the amusement question, and it may help some 
to find out what can or cannot be done in the name 
of the Lord Jesus. 

Peter Cartwright tells of traveling, when “Satur- 
day night came on, and found me in a strange region 
of country, and in the hills, knobs, and spurs of the 
Cumberland Mountains.” He stopped at a country 
hotel where there was to be a dance, and being shut 
up in the small hotel, he says: 

“T quietly took my seat in one corner of the house, 
and the dance commenced. I sat quietly musing, a 
total stranger, and greatly desired te preach to this 
people. Finally, I concluded to spend the next day 
(Sabbath) there, and ask the privilege to preach 
to them. I had hardly settled this point in my 
mind, when a beautiful, ruddy young lady walked 
very gracefully up to me, dropped a handsome 
courtesy, and pleasantly, with winning smiles, 
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invited me out to take a dance with her. I can 
hardly describe my thoughts or feelings on that 
occasion. However, in a moment I resolved on a 
desperate experiment. I rose as gracefully as I 
could; I will not say with some emotion, but with 
many emotions. The young lady moved to my right 
side; I grasped her right hand with my right hand, 
while she leaned her left arm on mine. In this 
position we walked on to the floor. The whole com- 
pany seemed pleased at this act of politeness in the 
young lady, shown to a stranger. The colored man, 
who was the fiddler, began to put his fiddle in the 
best order. I then spoke to the fiddler to hold a 
moment, and added that for several years I had not 
undertaken any matter of importance without first 
asking the blessing of God upon it, and I desired 
now to ask the blessing of God upon this beautiful 
young lady and the whole company, that had 
shown such an act of politeness to a total stranger. 

“Here I grasped the young lady’s hand tightly 
and said, ‘Let us all kneel down and pray,’ and 
then instantly dropped on my knees, and com- 
menced praying with all the power of soul and 
body that I could command. The young lady tried 
to get loose from me, but I held her tight. Presently 
she fell on her knees. Some of the company kneeled, 
some stood, some fied, some sat still, all looked 
curious. The fiddler ran off into the kitchen, say- 
ing: ‘Lord a marcy, what de matter? What does 
dat mean ?’ 

“While I prayed some wept, and wept out aloud, 
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and some cried for mercy. I rose from my knees 
and commenced an exhortation, after which I sang 
a hymn. The young lady who invited me on the 
floor lay prostrate, crying earnestly for mercy. I 
exhorted again, I sang and prayed nearly all night. 
About fifteen of that company professed religion, 
and our meeting lasted next day and next night, 
and aS many more were powerfully converted. I 
organized a society, took thirty-two into the 
church, and sent them a preacher. My landlord 
was appointed leader, which post he held for many 
years. This was the commencement of a great and 
glorious revival of religion in that region of coun- 
try, and several of the young men converted at this 
Methodist preacher dance became useful ministers 
of Jesus Christ.” 


My Cari to Preace 


During these years of my boyhood reading and the 
struggling up toward the “Abiding Life,” as de- 
scribed in chapter three, my eldest sister, one of 
God’s chosen vessels, was slowly but surely being 
worn down with tuberculosis. Her patient suffer- 
ing through a term of years had centered our 
thought as a family on her, but the dread disease 
continued its work. I never can forget one winter’s 
night, after a fall of beautiful snow, when the earth 
and trees were white. It was at the hour of the 
setting of the sun, when I saw mother holding in 
hers the hands of my sister, which were so thin 
as to be almost transparent, and rubbing them with 
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the hope she might warm them. I can still see my 
sister’s angelic face, under the glow of the setting 
sun, and hear her voice as she looked up and said, 
“Mother, my hands will never again be warm in 
this world.” Then my dying sister called us to her, 
one by one, and said a farewell “good-by.” 

I had never witnessed a death. The glow of the 
setting sun was on my sister’s face, and it seemed as 
if I could hear the rustle of the angels’ wings as they 
came into our humble, sorrowing home, and carried 
my sister’s spirit back to God. It was glorious: but 
when it was over, and I looked upon my much- 
beloved sister as a corpse, a loneliness indescribable 
settled down upon me. I wept much during the 
days preceding the funeral. We took my sister’s 
body from our home to the church, amid throngs 
of friends. Her coffin, according to custom, was 
placed in the front of the pulpit, and, as a member 
of the bereaved family, I sat on the front seat. I 
had wept until I could weep no more. Our pastor, 
greatly beloved, arose and announced as his text 
the comforting words of Jesus to the sorrowing 
Martha: “I am the resurrection, and the life; he 
that believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall 
he live: and whosoever liveth and believeth in me 
shall never die.” 

Our pastor opened his sermon by saying, while 
pointing to the coffin: “Our sister beloved is not in 
this coffin; only the frail house in which she taber- 
nacled is there. She is with Jesus.” 

I know nothing more of what he said, for while 
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he preached, I saw vision after vision of my sister 
amidst the heavenly hosts and beholding Jesus “as 
he is.” I was lifted into higher realms of revela- 
tion and inspiration than I had ever known. Before 
the close of the service I had reached the conclu- 
sion that a religion that could give a boy such a 
joyous salvation as I had, and such a triumphant 
dying victory as had been given my sister, and that 
could give such divine consolation to a sorrowing 
family at a funeral service, was worth preaching. 
Before that funeral sermon had closed I had heard 
and answered the call to the ministry, and my life 
was unalterably consecrated to preach that glori- 
ous gospel. I had then no thought that I would be 
honored in preaching it to the non-Christian world, 
but I had dedicated my life to the ministry, and the 
outcome was in the hands of a “covenant-keeping 
God.” 


“Ye have not chosen me, but I have chosen you, 
and ordained you, that ye should go and bring 
forth fruit, and that your fruit should remain; that 
whatsoever ye shall ask of the Father, in my name, 
he may give it you.” 
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CHAPTER V 
EARLY PASTORAL EXPERIENCES 


A Camp Meetine Exprriencre 


I pass over my school and college days and my 
- first circuit to tell of my second circuit, which was 
_ north of Toronto among well-to-do farmers, once de- 
vout but now wealthy and worldly. During my first 
sermon in one of the churches on the circuit I ex- 
_horted the people to have a camp meeting. While 
_ riding to my next appointment I wondered why I 
had done that. It was not in the sermon I had pre- 
_ pared, and I was entirely unacquainted with the cir- 
- cuit conditions. But as the days went by it became 
a settled conviction that the exhortation came from 
the Master. On every hand I met opposition; but 
the conviction deepened, and I began to talk and 
plan and work for a camp meeting. I found an un- 
converted farmer who gave me the free:use of a beau- 
_ tiful grove in exactly the right place; a mill owner 
loaned me his oxen and wagon and I went to work 
hauling lumber. When the people saw my persever- 
ing doggedness, enough persons rallied to my help to 
prepare the encampment. The first day it rained, 
the second and the third it poured, and my faith was 
severely tested. But on Saturday morning, the fourth 
day, the weather was glorious. A little Irishman 
preached, and took for his text, “Launch out into the 
deep and let down your net.” While he preached 
51 
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the downpouring rain of the former days was turned 
into spiritual downpourings, and the enthusiasm 
arose all day Saturday and Sunday. While the 
preacher was preaching Sunday night I witnessed a 
new scene. I saw people getting up and gathering 
into groups asking each other’s forgiveness, and per- 
sons who had not been on speaking terms embracing 
each other. Before the preacher had finished it 
seemed as if no one was listening. Many were gath- 
ered into family groups, and were praying; others 
had been getting into their carriages to start home, 
but they were under such conviction that they 
feared to proceed and returned to pray. The pray- 
ing increased till about midnight, when fifteen 
people were carried to their tents overcome by spir- 
itual power and seemingly in a trance. Some con- 
tinued in that condition until the next day, and 
when they came out of the trance their faces shone 
with a light from another world. The camp con- 
tinued several days longer than I had planned. I 
too became well-nigh overpowered by the might of 
the Spirit. A revival broke out that continued in 
marvelous power for months in the various churches 
of the circuit, and it proved to be one of the most 
wonderful experiences of my whole life. I tell it 
because of the lesson I learned, which has entered 
permanently into the working principle of my life 
and which later took me to India. It was this: it 
pays to live up to your very highest inner light and 
all the leadings of the ever-blessed Spirit. 

I must pass over a wonderful three years’ experi- 
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ence as a pioneer missionary in Manitoba, with the 
remark that it gave me great opportunity for serv- 
ice and enlargement of outlook. I came from 
Manitoba to Evanston, and, since I am telling only 
my religious experience, I wish to remark concern- 
ing my theological course that the “Saint John of 
Methodism,” Dr. William Xavier Ninde, was the 
president of the Theological School and I came 
under the influence of his holy life, which has been 
a lifelong inspiration. I also came under the spell 
of that rugged warrior, Doctor Raymond. His 
inspiration abides with me to this hour. 


DRAWING THE Ner 


While a student in Evanston I was a student pas- 
tor in Pullman. One night at the close of the ser- 
mon I noticed a very devout Swedish brother, an 
officer. of the church, kneeling at the altar weeping. 
I asked him the cause of his sorrow. He looked up 
through his tears and administered a rebuke which 
has greatly influenced all my ministry. He said: 

“Brother Warne, how do you expect to catch fish 
if you do not draw the net?” 

Then I learned that there was a wayward son in 
the home, and that all the Sunday had been given 
up by the father and mother in prayer for his con- 
version at that evening service. The son was pres- 
ent, the sermon was to the point, the parents were 
claiming victory by faith, when to their very great 
disappointment and dismay I suddenly, contrary 
to my usual custom, closed the service without giv- 
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ing an opportunity for decision. I afterward sought 
the boy privately, and he gave himself to Christ; but 
T learned such a lesson that from then until now on 
all suitable occasions I have “drawn the net.” 


“Opepience Is Berrer THan” WwraLtH 


Very early in my ministry I came into close fellow- 
ship with a cultured young man who had inherited 
a prosperous business. He took me into his con- 
fidence and confessed that he had been definitely 
called to the ministry, but added: “I have refused 
the call because I am unwilling to go through life 
in poverty. I have determined to be rich.” 

I moved after a couple of years to another place, 
and I heard as years went by of a number of fires 
in which that man’s mills had been burned, and of 
other reverses. I went to India and the man and the 
story were well-nigh forgotten. More than a quarter 
of a century passed away, but just after I was 
elected to the office of missionary bishop, in the Audi- 
torium, Chicago, in May, 1900, I was taken by a 
friend into the basement of one of Chicago’s great 
buildings to see its wonderful machinery. As I 
walked around I came upon the once wealthy friend 
of my early ministry, working in that basement on 
very small pay as a day laborer. I tell this sad story 
to say that both experience and observation have. 
assured me that God cares for the needs of all who 
are wholly true to his call to the ministry, but, alas 
for those who disobey in order to become rich, and 
forget that “obedience is better than” wealth! 


“And everyone that hath forsaken houses, or 
brethren, or sisters, or father, or mother, or wife, or 
children, or lands, for my name’s sake, shall receive 
an hundredfold, and shall inherit everlasting life.” 


“T send thee to open their eyes, and to turn them 
from darkness to light, and from the power of Satan 
unto God, that they may receive forgiveness of sins, 
and inheritance among them which are sanctified 
by faith that is in me.” 


“I was not disobedient unto the heavenly vision.” 





CHAPTER VI 
OUR CALL TO INDIA 


Soon after my graduation from Garrett Biblical 
Institute I went from Pullman, where I had been 
student pastor, to be pastor at Austin, Illinois. I 
_had there an ideally happy pastorate among lovely 
people. Early in my third year I was strangely 
impressed that something was going to happen that 
would change my whole life, but what it was I did 
not know. At the Des Plaines Camp Meeting in 
July, I presented myself for days as a seeker after 
light on the problem. The camp meeting closed 
without any new light, but the impression was 
deepened. I continued my pastoral work until the 
Rock River Conference session in the autumn of 
1887, without any clearer understanding of the im- 
pression. One forenoon, during the Conference ses- 
sion, I turned my face toward the door and saw 
Doctor Thoburn entering (he was not then a 
bishop), and I jbegan to clap my hands in an 
applause of welcome. Others joined me, and the 
Conference kept it up until the presiding bishop sus- 
pended business and Doctor Thoburn made his 
speech. 

He began in his own inimitably quiet way, told of 
the millions in India who had never heard the name 
of Christ, of over forty millions who were so poor 
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that they nightly went to bed without sufficient 
food to satisfy their hunger, with only enough to con- 
tinue their existence. Then he contrasted that with 
the Rock River Conference conditions, where men 
were crowding and competing for admission, and 
raised his left hand, stretching it out over the audi- 
ence—I can see it yet—and said, “I call the young 
men of this Conference to India, in the name of the 
Master.” 

As suddenly as a flash of lightning my long- 
drawn-out mystery was solved and I knew the inter- 
pretation of the abiding impression—God had called 
me to India! 

I trembled all over so that I shook the seat. I 
had thought I was ready for anything, but this 
was more than I had expected. My wife was not 
at the Conference, and I could not make my deci- 
sion without her hearty cooperation. Dr. Luke 
Hitchcock, that white-haired saint, was presiding 
elder. I went and told him my story, and he said: 
“Take your appointment and say nothing here. 
Then if during the year you go to India, I will pro- 
vide for the Austin church.” I took his advice and 
my appointment. 

A friend and his wife came home with me, arriv- 
ing just at dinner time. When we were seated, and 
grace was said, I remarked, “Well, wife, what do — 
you think happened at Conference?” 

She replied, “I do not know; what was it?” 

I answered, “I have been asked to go to India.” 

Our friends threw back their heads and laughed 
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heartily at the very idea of Frank Warne going to 
India, and there for the time being the matter 
dropped. I resolved to say no more about it until 
I could have a quiet and long talk alone with my 
wife. Our friends remained three days, the lady 
rooming with my wife. On the third morning they 
left before breakfast, and, as soon as grace was said 
at breakfast, my wife announced: “Frank, it is all 
_ settled.” 

I inquired, “What is settled ?” 

She replied, “Going to India.” 

I remarked: “You surprise me. How did it hap- 
pen?” 

She answered, “The very moment you mentioned 
it I knew we were going and that I had to get 
ready.” 

I, in astonishment, asked, “How did you do it?” 

She replied: “I began by giving up father and 
-mother’—her mother was the saintliest of the 
saintly, and she never saw her after she left for 
India. “I gave up one by one—my country, my 
friends, and so on, one thing after another, until I 
came to the baby.” Here she broke down. The only 
baby that ever blessed our home was then a few 
months old. My wife continued, “I have had three 
sleepless nights, but toward this morning I heard 
as it were the voice of Jesus saying, ‘Give the baby 
to me and I will give her back to you.’ and I an- 
swered, ‘Lord Jesus, I surrender the baby; I am 
ready.’ ” 

I fear I had hoped that I could hide behind my 
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wife. I had, however, decided that a matter so far- 
reaching should not be finally settled hastily, but 
should be prayed and thought over carefully and be 
genuinely tested before action. I took to reading 
all the books I could find on India. Shortly after- 
ward I received a letter from Doctor Thoburn, tell- 
ing me he wanted me for a Bombay church, asking 
when we would be ready to sail. I replied, not 
refusing to go, but saying, “If you find some one 
else to take that church, may I take that as a token 
that God does not want me to go?” 

I received in reply a letter from him in which he 
carefully reviewed my case and wrote: “You seem 
to me to be like Moses before the burning bush, seek- 
ing an excuse and finding none. Go, and it shall 
be well with you. Refuse, and”—the “and” was at 
the left of a new line, and he filled out the line 
with a long, black, heavy stroke all the way across 
the paper, thus: 

SO Dt pn ee ee eRe 

I saw that black stroke by day and by night, and 
it meant to me that if I refused the divine call, my 
life’s outcome could be only a very black line and 
nothing more. 

Well, to be short, we went, not to Bombay, but to 
Calcutta, and I tell this story of our call to India 
to bear my testimony to the fact that we serve a 
“covenant-keeping God.” 

Our separation from the home friends and the 
placing of our tiny baby into His hands has been 
greatly rewarded in our Indian home. That child 


OUR CALL TO INDIA 61 


has been preserved in health, and when she left col- 
lege she became my secretary; and I will have to 
let the readers imagine all that this has meant to me 
and her mother. In India we have found many 
friends as dear as those we left behind. 

My testimony is that God has kept his promise 
with me as faithfully as he did with Abraham, and 
for that which we have given up “for My name’s 
sake” he truly has given to us “an hundredfold.” 


Wuat Constitutes a Missronary CALu 


I have ever since rejoiced that I tested my call 
until I could not doubt it. Many a time in India, 
~ when the burden has been overwhelming, have I 
gone into my room, fallen upon my knees, and said: 
“O Lord, I am here not by my choosing, but by thy 
calling. Help me.” And here again I want to 
testify that our God is a “covenant-keeping God.” 

I understand that many teach that a realization 
of the need and an ability to go constitute a call to 
be a foreign missionary. I would add from my 
experience and long observation, that, in my judg- 
ment, a genuine call to foreign missionary work 
requires, in addition to the above, an abiding con- 
viction that Almighty God has chosen and called one 
for that specific service. I could not urge anyone to 
go to the foreign field who does not have such an 
abiding inward conviction. I believe that I would 
have given up under the strain of the continuous 
burden in India had I had any doubt concerning 
God’s having called me to India—“even me.” 





“Not by might, nor by power, but by my Spirit, 
saith the Lord.” 


“And the spirit of the Lord shall rest upon him, 
the spirit of wisdom and understanding, the spirit 
of counsel and might, the spirit of knowledge and 
of the fear of the Lord.” 





CHAPTER VII 
HELPED THROUGH OTHERS 


Our of a very long list of persons from whom one 
could choose under this heading I have selected only 
three; two are from my Calcutta experiences and 
one from my home. 

On my arrival in Calcutta to begin my mission- 
ary service as a pastor, the outstanding Methodist 
Inissionary in the city was the Rev. Frank L. Mc- 
Coy, Ph.D. He was presiding elder, editor of The 
Indian Witness, and principal of the Calcutta 
Boys’ School, and on all sorts of committees, denomi- 
national and interdenominational. Having so many 
different responsibilities is typical of overworked 
Indian missionaries. 

He was within a year of my own age, and we 
being pretty much alone in our work in that great 
city, there grew up between us a fellowship and 
friendship “better felt than told.” Little did I 
then suspect that such burdens as he carried would 
in/but one short year cost him his life. 

To give you an estimate of his short career as an 
editor, the leading secular press of the city said: 

“India has lost one of her most able editors. For 
compactness, forcible expression, and advanced 
thought on vital, moral, religious and social issues, 
his writings were unique.” 
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It was said at his funeral: 

“To speak of family matters, he was a direct de- 
scendant of the martyr Latimer. His mother’s name 
was Latimer. When he had grown to manhood he 
added it himself, because, he said, he would rather be 
the descendant of a martyr than of royalty.” 

“Those who have known him most intimately have 
known how he had the courage of his convictions on 
all questions, what he faced in expressing them, 
how much he overworked, what financial burdens 
he carried in the interests of the mission, feel that 
he is as much a martyr as John the Baptist, who 
lost his head for saying to Herod, ‘It is not lawful 
for thee to have thy brother’s wife.” Or as Latimer, 
whose name he chose.” 

When I had been in India just one short year I 
had a long walk with him one evening at the setting 
of the sun, and we took sweet counsel together about 
the best method of advancing the Kingdom. He 
went to his home and I to mine. Early next morn- 
ing I received a note from Mrs. McCoy, saying, “If 
' you would see Frank alive, come quickly.” I 
hastened to see him. He was taken ill in the night, 
and was stricken with death. It was his victorious 
dying that gave me a richer faith and brighter 
hope, for when I entered the hero’s dying room he 
greeted me with, “Oh, brother Warne, the prospect 
of dying is peaceful and glorious.” 

Once when he had suffered excruciating pain, dur- 
ing the passage of a renal stone, he said, “I have 
lived twenty years in an hour.” 
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To a visiting brother minister he said, “Be a giant 
for God.” Again, he said, “I forgive everybody. I 
hope everybody has forgiven me: God has.” 

Being a good reader of faces, and seeing a friend 
look anxiously at him, he said, “Tell me the worst; 
I am not a child that it should be kept from me.” 
On being told that the end was near, he remarked: 
“T am Jesus’ own. ‘My Jesus, as thou wilt’—that is 
my hymn.” 

When his strength was failing fast, the friends 
offered to go out of the room and leave him alone 
with his wife, but he said: “Never mind, we under- 
stand each other. Wife, I give you back to your 
father and to God.” 

A little later, in a triumph of faith equal to that 
of the brave Havelock, as it was getting dark in the 
room, he said: “Friends, raise me up; fan me; bring 
a light. Look into my face, and I will show you 
how a Christian can die.” 

We did; we looked; we saw a Christian triumph 
calmly, peacefully, gloriously over the last enemy, 
which is death. This is the way our missionaries in 
India and also our Indian ministers face death. I 
have witnessed in India many such scenes. 

Doctor McCoy, as I have said, was principal of 
the Calcutta Boys’ School, which was then without 
property. Sir Robert Laidlaw raised Doctor Mc- 
Coy, at his call for us to see how a Christian can 
die, and witnessed his triumphant death-bed vic- 
tory, and was so impressed and inspired that years 
afterward he gave $200,000, and gave that school 
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such property and buildings as have given it a 
permanent and vital place in the missionary 
agencies of that great city. 

Many of Doctor McCoy’s duties fell on me, but 
the inspiration of his consecrated life and victori- 
ous death inspired me to go on through a term of 
thirteen years, in many ways his successor in great 
and needy Calcutta. 


GRAcE SUFFICIENT 


The story of “The Darjeeling Disaster,” the “Lee 
Memorial Mission,” and the Lee family is known 
around the world. 

I was very closely associated with them, and 
learned much from them. Their children were liv- 
ing in a neat little house in the mountains of Dar- 
jeeling in 1899. I remember one day having lunch 
with the Lees in Calcutta, when Doctor Lee un- 
ceremoniously left the table, but shortly came back 
all aglow, waving a letter he had received from his 
eldest daughter Vida, saying: “It was worth a 
thousand dollars.” 

It was the story of a prayer meeting their chil- 
dren had had all by themselves in their little home 
on the mountainside. It told that all the older 
ones had dedicated their lives to mission work, and 
how they were going to help their parents. It 
closed with, “Now I have told you what I did not 
expect to tell you; I have told you what is in my 
heart; I am God’s for your work.” 

Shortly after that happy visit in the Lee home, 
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one evening, while Doctor and Mrs. Lee were living 
in Calcutta, and their six children, out of the heat, 
getting their education, in their “Ada Villa” moun- 
tain home, a telegram came to me, telling of the 
awful Darjeeling landslides; of our school washed 
away, of other children killed, and containing the 
fateful words: “Ada Villa gone, the Lee children 
all dead.” 

It fell to my lot to have to go to the Lee home, 
to those proud and happy parents, and break the 
awful news—that their six children were all gone— 
except Wilbur, afterward found alive on the moun- 
tainside. 

I have often lived over that awful night, when I 
and the Calcutta missionary group stayed with the 
Lees, sympathized and prayed until the small hours 
of the morning. 

I can still see Mrs. Lee, white as a corpse, cold, 
being held in her husband’s arms, and in her 
-erushed condition, moaning out: “My darling girls, 
Vida—Vida—Vida; Lois, precious Lois; darling 
cheerful Ada; Esther, Esther, my baby girl; not a 
girl left. What does it mean? Did I love them too 
much? Was I too proud of them? Have I sinned? 
Did they suffer? Did they all go together ?”—and 
so on and on till morning. 

They started the next day, as soon as there was a 
train, for Darjeeling. I went with them, and we > 
had with us their baby boy Frank, named after me. 
When we came to the last twenty miles, where along 
the mountainsides the railroad was washed away, 
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we walked and climbed over the wreck and ruin. 
We got a basket, put baby Frank in it, and had 
him carried on a coolie’s back. That baby Frank 
has just returned from America, with a wife, as a 
medical missionary, in the “Lee Memorial Mission.” 

When we arrived Wilbur was in the hospital, 
bruised and mangled, but able to talk. Well do I 
remember how he insisted on telling at once the 
whole disaster story to his mother. She begged him 
to rest, but he insisted: “I must tell it now.” 

He told it, and because of the story, the mother 
was able to write a book about the children and the 
disaster, that has been read around the world. It 
was a thrilling story of the children’s fears, prayers, 
and trust, and the landslide striking the house. 

We arrived on Friday morning, and on Friday 
Wilbur told the story to his mother, and was im- 
mediately attacked with tetanus. Throughout Fri- 
day night, Saturday, Saturday night, Sunday, and 
Sunday night the awful cramps and spasms went 
on. It is the only case of that terrible disease I 
ever witnessed, and I hope to never see another. 
Throughout all these days and nights after all the 
nervous strain the parents had gone through, and 
the tiresome trip up to Darjeeling, they had no rest. 
They prayed, hoped, and trusted that God would 
at least spare Wilbur. Oh, how they prayed, but 
Wilbur steadily grew worse. I remember about 
ten o’clock Sunday night, when Wilbur had become 
so weak that he seemed not to be conscious of the 
spasms, we persuaded Doctor and Mrs. Lee to go 
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into another room in the hospital and rest, promis- 
ing we would call them when the end came. 

I can see them yet, as about ten o’clock at night 
I led them along the veranda to another room. Poor 
Mrs. Lee—a small woman—was broken, crushed, and 
trembling, and had to be helped to reach her room. 
More discouraged, dejected, crushed and_heart- 
_broken parents I never saw. I returned, waited 
_and watched with the others over Wilbur. 

At about 2 a. m. Monday morning the end was 
nearing, and it fell to me to go and call the parents. 
Never can I forget my amazement and wonder when 
their bedroom door opened, and I saw Mrs. Lee’s 
face. It was all radiant, with a light and glow from 

another world. 

During those hours she had been given a vision. 
She saw heaven open, the angels and the Saviour 
come out, accompanied by their other children. She 
saw, in vision, the glories of heaven. She saw 
them meet Wilbur and escort him through the 
golden gates into his heavenly home. 

_ This vision had comforted her, empowered her, 
lifted her up until she literally lived “in heavenly 
places in Christ Jesus,” and in the strength of 
that “enduement from on high,” she went through the 
funeral, came back to Calcutta; and those sorely 
bereaved parents together gave their lives to caring 
for and preparing the children of other parents for 
similar glory. Now one of the greatest educational 
and most spiritual institutions for girls, in plant 
equipment and achievement, that I know of in the 
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Mission field of the world, is the “Lee Memorial 
Mission.” That is now a quarter of a century ago, 
and apart from any help from any Mission Board 
the funds come, and the work grows and goes on. 

During these days of testing a promise was given 
them, which was: “Call upon me in the day of 
trouble: I will deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify 
me.” 

After an intervening quarter of a century I look 
back to the grace abundant given to Mrs. Lee in 
that awful hour as the most remarkable fulfillment 
of the promise, “My grace is sufficient for thee,” that 
has ever come under my observation. It also so 
strengthened my faith that I felt that I had shared 
in the undergirding of God’s power, as if a rock of 
adamant had been slipped under my feet. [I tell it 
here, to the praise of God’s faithfulness, and as one 
of the many but most outstanding times, when I 
have been “helped through others.” 


My Faruer’s Farpwetu Buessine 


I was consecrated a missionary bishop in the 
great Chicago Auditorium, May, 1900, with solem- 
nity and dignity, in the presence of a great audience, 
and the cultured and noted bishops and others of 
our great Church. 

Almost immediately after I left and went to- 
Canada to visit my aged father. During the years 
that I had been in India my saintly mother had 
gone to her heavenly home; also my elder brother 
and two sisters. I lost all these loved ones while 
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I was on the other side of the earth—a part of the 
price one pays for being a missionary. 

My father was in his eighty-second year, lonely, 
feeble, and trembling with the weakness of old age. 
One morning he took me into a room alone, and a 
scene transpired which to me had greater sig- 
nificance than all the splendor of the Chicago Audi- 
torium. He had an abundance of long white hair 
and beard, and I think of him in appearance as like 
unto one of the old patriarchs. Then, in harmony 
with the ancient customs in which Abraham, Isaac, 
and Jacob blessed their sons, he called me to receive 
his blessing. He had me kneel before him, he put 
his trembling hands upon my head, and said: 

“My boy, there is a Bible verse which was your 
grandparents’, and has been my family verse, and 
the core of our family life, and now I wish to pass 
it on to you.” 

Then as I knelt before him he repeated a verse, 
which I have since passed on to my daughter. It 
has been our family verse for four generations. 
Here it is: if 

“As ye have therefore received Christ Jesus the 
Lord, so walk in him: rooted and built up in him, 
and established in the faith, as ye have been taught, 
abounding therein with thanksgiving.” 

As understood by the Warne family, in it there 
are six very specific directions for family religion: 

The whole family should “receive Christ Jesus, 
the Lord.” 

They should all “walk in him.” 
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They should all be “rooted in him.” 

They should all be “builded up in him.” 

They should all be “established in faith,” even as 
they were taught. 

They should all be “abounding in thanksgiving,” — 
that is, be joyful Christians. | 

I was then on my way to Manila, where I began 
my work as a missionary bishop. This last bless. 
ing of my aged prayerful father (I received the news 
of his translation on my arrival in India), was it 
not a most inspiring climax to my consecration to 
the office of a missionary bishop by the authority 
of the church, and was it not a joy to me to give 
such joy to him to whose all night of wrestling in 
prayer I owe my conversion, and from whom I have 
received much of my life’s inspiration? After all, 
is there not something really worth while in family 
religion ? 


We are leaving shortly to go forth to our last 
quadrennium. Will those into whose hands this 
may come, be good enough to pray for us, as follows: 


“Wherefore also we pray always for you, that our 
God would count you worthy of this calling, and 
fulfill all the good pleasure of his goodness, and the 
work of faith with power.” 


“That the name of our Lord Jesus Christ may be 
glorified in you, and ye in him, according to the 
grace of our God, and the Lord Jesus Christ.” 





CHAPTER VIII 
INSPIRATIONAL EXPERIENCES 


A Paciric OcnaNn EXPERIENCE 


Ir would be a long story to tell much of what 
has happened since I have been a missionary. It 
would be the story of working with my beloved 
fellow missionaries and a great body of wonderful 
and self-sacrificing Indian ministers and people, 
and seeing more than four hundred thousand souls 
come out of the non-Christian world and become 
Christians. I will, however, venture to tell of an 
ocean experience, after my election as missionary 
bishop in 1900. 

It was necessary for me to return immediately to 
Manila, where I had episcopal charge from 1900 to 
1904. In crossing the Pacific I set aside one Sab- 
bath day for fasting and prayer, preparatory to 
entering upon my new responsibilities. I had re- 
mained in my cabin in prayer most of the day; the 
sea was rough and the wind was high. Toward eve- 
ning .I came on deck and watched the rolling of the 
majestic billows on the surface of the mighty deep. 
I meditated on the marvelous contents of a single 
drop of water as revealed by the microscope, and 
then on their incomprehensible numbers in that 
great Pacific Ocean, which it took twenty days to 
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cross, until the thought of the power, wisdom, and 
love of God, as manifested in the ocean under me, 
whose gentle ripples had washed the sands and 
whose mountainous waves had thundered against 
the shores of three great hemispheres for unnum- 
bered centuries, filled me with a spirit of reveren- 
tial worship. 

Then followed a vision of oceans of divine grace, 
infinitely broader than the mighty deep. Since that 
vision, whenever I have thought of the great conti- 
nent of Asia, a continent containing ten hundred 
million souls, I have by faith seen her surrounded 
by all sufficient oceans of infinite grace, and my 
faith in her final salvation has never wavered, and 
in this way God, in his everlasting goodness, guided 
me, his child, with a very special preparation of 
strength for my new and overwhelmingly difficult 
task, and I have been going over the face of the 
earth in the strength of that anointing for over 
twenty-four years. 


LuckNow EXPERIENCE 


When the news, not of an advance but of a cut 
in the missionary appropriations, came one year 
to India, at a time when as never before there were 
open doors on every hand, it was to me a time of 
very severe testing. Under that pressure I went 
one Sunday morning in December to worship in our 
English-speaking church in Lucknow. Nothing out 
of the ordinary happened, until the congregation 
began to sing the stanza, 
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“Pass me not, O mighty Spirit, 
Thou canst make the blind to see, 
Witnesser of Jesus’ merit, 
Speak the word of power to me, 
Even me, even me.” 


Suddenly God gave me a new and inward illumi- 


nation concerning the infinite power of the “Mighty 


Spirit” and how he could enable “even me,” the 
blind, to see through all the financial and other dark 


problems, and “speak the word of power to me.” 


The load was lifted by the instant incoming of 
the power of the Holy Spirit, and a wonderful quiet- 


_ hess, consciousness of strength, and sense of vic- 


tory filled and thrilled my soul. The congregation 
sang on— 
“Love of God, so pure and changeless, 
Blood. of Christ, so rich, so free. 
Grace of God, so strong and boundless, 
Magnify them all in me, 
Even me, even me.” 


Then in addition to the “Mighty Spirit” of the 


first stanza, the “Love of God,’ the “Blood of 


Christ,” the “Grace of God” so “strong and bound- 


less” for “even me,” as mentioned in the stanza 
_ being sung, they all suddenly seemed to combine in 


a vision and assume for me a fuller and richer mean- 


_ ing than I had ever known. 


Then, more nearly than at any other time in my 


life, under the inspiration of this sudden spiritual 


illumination, I could enter into the: thought of 
being caught up into the third heaven with a ques- 
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tion as to whether I was in or out of the body. 
Again at a time of overwhelming need when under 
a crushing burden God gave me, “even me,” 
strength through an extraordinary spiritual illumi- 
nation. He is a “covenant-keeping God.” 


An AruAntic OcnAN EXPERIENCE 


On the Atlantic, on my way to the General Con- 
ference of 1912, I again set apart a day for waiting 
on God for a preparation for whatever might await 
me, and again these verses in all their uplifting 
power would come back, but instead of the “even 
me, even me” of the chorus, there would persistently 
come into my mind “even the whole Methodist 
Church.” Then I lived it all over again, and was 
rejoiced at all I saw for all Methodism as an in- 
heritance in the “Mighty Spirit,” the “Love of God,” 
the “Blood of Christ” and the “Grace of God.” 
How earnestly I prayed that our beloved Methodist 
Church and all the churches in a new and fuller and 
more wonderful manner might enter into their glori- 
ous inheritance, in the infinite “Love,” “Grace of 
God,” and the “Mighty Spirit”! May our God 
hasten in its glorious fullness that eventful day! 


AssoLute SURRENDER TO Gop 


After a long and weary service on a very hot day 
in an Indian District Conference, I came into a 
missionary’s bungalow to throw myself on a couch 
to rest. As I crossed the room I saw on a table a 
book of sermons. I picked it up to look it over 
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before I fell asleep, and as I glanced at the texts I 
saw the preacher had taken as one, “And he went a 
little farther, and fell on his face, and prayed.” My 
curiosity was aroused to see what he could make 

out of that text, and so I began to read his descrip- 
tion of Jesus leaving Jerusalem, the world that had 
rejected him, then the ‘eight, then the three, his 

nearest and dearest friends. And then he went “a 
little farther and prayed.” “And his sweat was as 
it were great drops of blood falling down to the 
ground.” But three times he prayed, “Not my will, 
but thine.” “And there appeared an angel unto him 
from heaven, strengthening him.” 

He rose in that strength and went forth to the 
‘cross to be broken, but also to break the Roman 
Empire, the power of darkness, and to redeem a lost 
world. 

_ It came to me in a very real sense, as I read on, 
that no follower of our Christ could ever come to his 
own, his highest and best until, like Jesus, he would 
leave the world, his ambition, his friends, his near- 
est and dearest friends, and go “a little farther 
alone,” and there receive a conscious personal reve- 
lation of the Father’s will and plan for his life and 
service, and be strengthened, and in that strength 
go forth to do his Father’s special work for him, with 
a joyous “soul-satisfying, personal experience, all 
his own.” Brother, sister, have you done it? If 
not, will you now? 





“Wear thou not; for I am with thee; be not dis- 
mayed; for I am thy God; I will strengthen thee; 
yea, I will help thee; yea, I will uphold thee with 
the right hand of my righteousness.” 


“For I, the Lord thy God, will hold thy right 
hand.” 





CHAPTER IX 
SUMMARY—“YE ARE MY WITNESSES” 


On the one hand I have much hesitation in pub- 
lishing some of my personal spiritual experiences 
lest I should seem to boast; but, on the other hand, 
God has been so good to me, and divine companion- 
ship from boyhood onward has been so real to me 
that not to praise and give God the glory has come 
to seem like sinful ingratitude. 

I was born, as I have elsewhere told, in a humble 
log cabin on a Canadian farm, with not another 
house within a half a mile, and that from that 
lonely, obscure place I should have my round-the- 
world privileges of service, and see what I have seen 
_ accomplished, is all so manifestly from Christ, how 
can I withhold my praise from him who “gave his 
life for me” and to me? 

Further, there is ever present in my heart this 
thought: that the creative spiritual forces that came 
into my life, through what Christ has been doing 
in me, should bring hope to all mankind, for what 
he has done once can be done again and again, so 
often, that there may be brought about new social 
conditions in the whole earth through new men. 

I am writing this while at Evanston at the fortieth 
anniversary of my graduation; and record, that 
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Drs. J. C. Butcher, W. L. King, W. H. Hollister, the 
writer, and seven years by H. C. Stuntz of our class, 
that we, together, as one group of Garrett boys 
have given one hundred and fifty-four years to 
India (two of us not through yet), and adding the 
work of our wives—the better half—this one group 
has given three centuries and eight years, and from 
among our families there are nine young mission- 
aries now in active service. How many more years 
they and their children will give doth not yet 
appear. 

This group went to India thirty years after our 
great founders. I believe no modern church on any 
mission field has bad greater founders, both men 
and women, than our church in India. When we 
arrived they had gathered a Methodist Christian 
community, just around ten thousand souls. Work- 
ing with great missionaries, men and women, and a 
wonderful Indian ministry, these members of our 
class have seen that ten thousand grow, not by addi- 
tion, but by multiplication, until by the time this is 
read we will have a round half million Methodists 
in India, and with India’s high percentage death 
rate, there is easily another half million in glory— 
- so that Bishop Thoburn’s prophecy of a “Million 
Indian Methodists” has been fulfilled. During our 
evangelistic month this year we baptized ten thou- 
sand seven hundred, or seven hundred more in one 
month than during the first thirty years. All this 
is but the beginning—“The best is yet to be.” 

There is another motive in giving this testimony, 
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which is a hope that the story of the prayer life of 
my parents, and the correct emphasis on life’s spir- 
itual values, will encourage many other parents to 
pass on to their children a spiritual inheritance 
‘such as my godly parents left to me. 

How many times I have been able to encourage 
our sadly underpaid consecrated Indian ministers 
with a vision of the priceless spiritual inheritance 
they can bequeath to their children—and is this 
not true of an underpaid ministry all around the 
world? 

I have’ just read, in contrast, the appalling 
Chicago story of two sons of wealth who murdered 
the son of another family just to gain more wealth. 
As I contrast these three sorrowing homes of wealth 
with my humble boyhood home, and meditate on 
the why of the contrast, I have reasoned; must it 
not be that in their training Cash was esteemed 
of greater worth than Character and Christ. Any- 
way, is not this the case with a large part of the 
world? And where but in Christian homes, teach-. 
ing correct life values, is this to be put right? The 
following expresses my conception of correct 
values: 

“The spiritual advancement of the world is not 
horizontal; it is vertical; it consists in the distance 
between the lowest man and the highest man. That 
which distinguishes the higher from the lower is 
the spiritual life. It is a fundamental fact of 
human existence and cannot be destroyed by any 
change in popular beliefs about the world. The © 
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spiritual meaning of life is this distinction of spir- 
itual worth, or, in other words, it is in the vulgari- 
zation of our values that modern life is losing its 
spirituality and is drifting toward chaos. Give the 
fact of spiritual distinction its normal valuation, 
set it free from popular fictions about it, let it be- 
come the goal of all personal and social endeavor, 
and it will redeem the modern world from its vul- 
garity; it will make men again conscious that liv- 
ing has a meaning. The revival of interest in spir- 
itual things alone can save our world. There must 
be a@ new recognition of the distinction of worth. 
To this end men must learn to see through the 
disguises which the unspiritual fabricate in order 
to save their egoism. They must repent of their 
fictions about themselves, strive to see themselves 
as they really are, and out of such conscious 
struggle for value in spiritual experience, give to 
life again a spiritual order of. rank.” 

I have never before seen it expressed: this way, 
nevertheless, since my conversion, I have met multi- 
millionaires, but have never felt they were richer 
than I unless they had a richer spiritual experi- 
ence, and therefore a richer inheritance in Christ 
than I had; and whenever I have met such a one I 
have been stirred to seek a richer inheritance also. 

If my testimony helps a little in helping other 
parents to have and teach such correct valuations 
and ideals as my parents taught me, shall I not 
have reason to rejoice? . 

A further hope is that my testimony may en- 
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courage pastors to “not be weary in well-doing,” as 
they work for the conversion of their young people. 

There are in our Methodist congregations mil- 
lions of boys and girls such as I was. Is not the 
future of the church and Christianity in their 
hands?. Christ looked upon the multitudes and 
Saw in them, not a mob, but a harvest. He said, 
when no one else saw it, “Lift up your eyes, and 
look . . . for they are white already to the 
harvest,” and I pass it on to pastors, with special 
reference to the young people in their congrega- 
tions, and particularly the mischievous, hot-tem- 
pered, and trying young people. I was so full of 
fun and mischief as a boy that I was the despair 
of my teachers and my serious-minded mother. 
When I told her I was going to be a preacher, she 
suggestively remarked, “I would not have been sur- 
‘prised if it had been your brother.” In my early 
ministry I was called “the laughing preacher.” The 
natural ability and energy that makes young people 
troublesome, when directed and empowered by the 
Holy Spirit will make them saints. 

I have been much influenced throughout my min- 
istry in choosing the young people to whom I would 
give special attention, by the story of the man 
who went to buy a horse. The owner in setting 
forth the good qualities of his horse remarked, “He 
is as gentle as a lamb.” “Good morning,” replied 
the prospective purchaser. “I did not come to buy 
a lamb, I came to buy a horse.” 

Great sinners make great saints. O brother pas- 
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tor, from among your young people, “What shall © 
the harvest be?” 

I pass on my testimony with yet another hope, 
which is that it may fall into the hands of some 
young people, who, because of humble circum- 
stances and lack of encouraging appreciation, have 
a discouraged feeling of inferiority. And some 
other young people caught in the mechanism of 
such modern routine working of machinery as 
makes them feel almost depersonalized—or as only 
a part of a machine. O that to such young people 
may come the thrill and ecstasy of a genuine spir- 
itual conversion, and with it the loss of any 
thought of inferiority, or inability to do and be, and 
to each one a genuine consciousness that I do not 
belong to inferiority, but I am a “child of God—a 
member of the royal family of heaven, and I have a | 
message to a weary, wandering, sin-sick world.” 
(Turn back and reread the story of my experience 
at my sister’s funeral.) May a similar vision come 
to many another! 

From the days that Christ called a tax collector 
and several humble fishermen, who, following 
Christ, walked out into world history, he has been 
finding his gospel messengers among the humble, 
healthy toilers of earth. It was to honest, toiling 
shepherds, watching during the night, that the 
angels announced, in joyful song, the incarnation 
of our Lord. 

Like the boy who gave his all—his loaves and 
fishes—and with them Christ fed the multitude, 
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so discouraged ones, give Jesus your little all, and 
Say, as Moody said in the time of his youth and 
illiteracy, “I will give God a chance to show what 
he can do with one wholly consecrated life.” 

Do the same, for God is able to do for and 
through you “exceeding abundantly above all you 
can ask or think.” 





APPENDIX 


I am putting a sermon in the appendix, not be- 
cause it hag literary or other merit, but wholly be- 
cause God has used it. Because he has so used it 
in my own life that I have been ashamed of my own 
ministry ever since I first preached it. Because it 
sets forth Christ Jesus not only as an all-sufficient 
Saviour for the weakest of men, but because it 
shows that he sees in ordinary humanity extraordi- 
nary personalities and possibilities. Because it sets 
him forth as a model in patience, perseverance, tact, 
faith, and love—for all teachers, pastors, and 
parents. 
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JESUS MAKING PETER 


“Thou canst not follow me now; but thou shalt follow me 
afterward.”—John 13. 36. 


Tue patience and methods of Jesus in the making 
of Peter is my theme. There is a deeper meaning 
in the words quoted than the one which I shall pre- 
Sent, but one cannot at one time take all the gold 
out of one of God’s mines. The two outstanding 
words of the text that I wish to emphasize are 
“now” and “afterward.” To study Jesus as a mis- 
sionary, with Peter as a convert, we see Jesus as our 
model missionary, and Peter representing the men 
that missionaries are training for workers. Peter 
followed Christ up to a certain point and failed; 
that covers the “now.” Then the “afterward” covers 
his life in which he followed Jesus fully. 

Peter first comes into scriptural record when he 
was a full-grown man, popularly believed to have 
been a little older than the Master. He is the best 
type in the Bible of universal human nature. He 
is the embodiment of our common humanity. He 
was warm-hearted, quick-tempered, vacillating, 
sincere, lovable, changeable, affectionate, impetu- 
ous, enthusiastic, inquisitive, intense, sometimes 
impudent; losing his poise with every new impulse, 
up and down, in and out, covering the whole horizon 
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of human nature; and is the nearest like everybody 
of anybody in secular or sacred literature. 

What Peter enjoyed in the “now.” Tt was the cus- 
tom of Jesus in naming his disciples to name Peter 
first. When Jesus chose but three, he chose them in 
the order of “Peter, James, and John.” In going 
to the mount of transfiguration and to the Garden 
of Gethsemane, Jesus took with him “Peter, James, 
and John.” These names appear so often in that 
order in the New Testament that we automatically 
say “Peter, James, and John.” / 

Peter had left all and followed Jesus. He was the 
first to say, “Thou art the Christ, the Son of the 
living God.” On the mount of transfiguration he 
saw Moses and Elias, and said, “It is good for us to 
be here.” When Moses and Elias, representing the 
Law and the Prophets, had disappeared, he heard - 
the voice coming out of the heavens, saying for all 
future time: “This is my beloved Son in whom I 
am well pleased. Hear ye him.” He walked on the 
water and was embraced and upheld by Jesus; he 
had the privilege of three years of intimate asso- 
ciation with Jesus; and there are fifteen recorded 
personal interviews Jesus had with Peter; and he 
was the Master’s most enthusiastic follower. But 
the time came when Jesus said, “Thou canst not 
follow me now.” ‘That was fulfilled when Jesus 
was arrested, and Peter denied, saying, “I know not 
the man.” 

Since Christ made a great character out of Peter, 
there is hope in him for everybody. 
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Wuat Hap Jnsus To Overcome IN Maxine Parmer? 


Why could not Peter follow “now”? I think it 
was not wholly for physical reasons. ’Tis true that 
Peter with his impulsive nature would naturally fall 
into a fit of fear when he saw the mob with swords 
and staves. When I think of Peter, who had been 
three years with Jesus, becoming terrified at the 
first sight of the mob, and then recall how our 
Indian Christians have been beaten and scourged 
and have had their houses burned and their prop- 
erty destroyed, and how I have seen them bleeding 
and bruised, with broken bones and having almost 
lost their lives at the hands of their persecutors, 
and under all, refusing to deny Christ, I feel that 
we have very real and true Christians in India. I 
recall one who was caught by the hair while having 
prayers, was dragged out, beaten and bruised, and 
was imprisoned under false charges and his little 
property destroyed. But when afterward asked, 
“Are you sorry you became a Christian?” replied, 
“They crucified my Lord; they have not crucified me 
yet, and until they do, I will follow him who died 
for me.” 

Why Peter failed. I think Peter failed partly be- 
cause of self-confidence. Peter believed tremen- 
dously in Peter, and herein he is intensely human. 
When Jesus was telling his disciples that he was 
going up to Jerusalem and would be slain, with 
ignorant impudence Peter took him aside, and 
began to rebuke him, saying, “Be it far from thee, 
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Lord; this shall not be unto thee.” But Jesus 
turned and said unto Peter, “Get thee behind me, 
Satan; thou art an offense unto me; for thou savor- 
est not the things that be of God, but those that be 
of men.” That is, Peter had enough confidence in 
himself to rebuke his Lord. At the time of the Last 
Supper, when Jesus was about to go to Gethsemane 
and told his disciples they would be scattered, I can 
see Peter wave his hands triumphantly over the 
other disciples and say, “Though all shall be 
offended, yet will not I,” and then add, “Lord, I am 
willing to go with thee, both to prison and to death.” 
And Jesus answered, “Wilt thou lay down thy life 
for my sake? Verily, verily, I say unto you, the 
cock shall not crow until thou hast denied me 
thrice.” : 
Further, Peter was lookin, for a temporal king- 
dom, and had not comprehended Christ’s spiritual 
kingdom, and that is another reason why he could 
not follow Jesus “now.” When Judas with his 
party approached Jesus in Gethsemane, Jesus said 
unto them, “Whom seek ye?” They answered, 
“Jesus of Nazareth.” “Jesus said unto them, I am 
he.” And when Jesus said that, “they went back- 
ward and fell to the ground.” I can hear Peter say, 
as they were lying upon the ground, “Now Jesus is 
going to show his kingly power.” Then Peter, in his 
impulsive mistaken enthusiasm, drew his sword 
“and smote the high priest’s servant and cut off his 
ear.” But when Jesus turned and said unto Peter, 
“Put up the sword into the sheath; the cup which 
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my Father hath given me shall I not drink it?” and 
let them arrest him, all the courage went out of 
Peter. I can hear him say: “What kind of a king 
is he? What hope have we?” That is, Peter had 
up till then hoped for a temporal kingdom, and now 
all the hope went out of his heart. Here impetuous 
Peter, because of a misconception concerning 
Christ’s kingdom, utterly collapsed. 

The next thing we know about Peter is that he 
“followed afar off,” enthusiasm all gone and lagging 
back with the mob. There is always danger ahead 
when it can be said of any Christian that he is fol- 
lowing Jesus “afar off.” 

Peter was soon in the court of the high priest, and 
a maid came to him and said, “Thou wast with him.” 
Then Peter denied, saying no longer, “Thou art the 
Christ” but “I know not the man.” A little later a 
second maid came to him and said, “This fellow was 
‘with Jesus of Nazareth.” To the second maid he 
denied with an oath, saying, “I know not the man.” 
A little later, Peter being in the crowd among the 
scorners, they said unto him, “Fellow, thou art one 
of them.” Then Peter not only denied his Lord’s 
divinity, but entirely, and with oaths and curses 
declared, “I know not the man.” Then a wonderful 
thing happened: “The cock crew.” And Peter re- 
membered the word of Jesus, which said unto him, 
“Before the cock crow, thou shalt deny me thrice.” 
Now visualize that scene; Jesus in the hands of the 
soldiers, being spit upon and mocked, and while they 
were smiting him, and saying “Prophesy,” there 
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reach his ears the oaths and curses and denial 
of Peter, and while the cock was crowing, “Jesus 
turned and looked upon Peter.” 

Have you ever tried to imagine that look? I 
think if there had been anger or doubt in it, Jesus 
would have lost Peter. But instead in that look 
there were divine love, sorrow, confidence, tender- 
ness, and inspiration, and Peter knew in his heart 
that Jesus still believed in him. Peter’s heart was 
broken, and he “went out and wept bitterly.” Try 
to follow Peter. I see him rushing out into the 
darkness, throwing himself down behind some old 
wall, beating his breast, and wailing out: “I boasted 
over my brethren, I was the first to call him the 
Christ. I declared ‘Though all should forsake thee, 
yet will I not.’ Yet here I am the very first to deny 
him. Oh, wretched man that Iam!” That was the 
beginning of the end of the “now.” The old, proud 
Peter was dying. Jesus had taught that if a corn 
of wheat fall into the ground “except it die it 
abideth alone.” The “old man” in Peter had been 
abiding alone. He had trusted Peter! -Peter!! 
Peter!!! Jesus went to the scourging and the cross, 
but so far as we know, Peter was not there; for, the 
old man Peter was dying. Let us leave the old man 
of self to die in Peter and pass over the crucifixion 
of Jesus, and come to 

The Resurrection Morning. The women went to 
the tomb, and found the stone rolled away, and saw 
a young Man arrayed in white sitting on the tomb, 
who spoke to them, saying, “He is arisen, he is not 
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here.” But Jesus had left with him a message, 
which was: “Go your way and tell his disciples.” 
But Jesus did not stop with that. Jesus, during all 
the awful day of the crucifixion, was, I fancy, look- 
ing from the cross out over the crowd, and missed 
Peter, so on the resurrection—morning of mornings 
—he not only said, “Go tell my disciples,” but 
added, “and Peter.’ “And Peter” in that connec- 
tion are the sweetest words in the whole New Testa- 
ment. They tell us that Jesus knows us by name. 
What joy it must have brought to Peter’s heart 
when the message came that Jesus had added, “and 
Peter.” 

The next great fact is, that Jesus during that first 
_ day of his risen life had a personal and private inter- 
view with Peter. Paul, in his resurrection chapter, 
mentions Peter as the one who saw him first. On 
the evening of the first day, when Jesus met the 
eleven, it was said that “he had been seen by Peter.” 
So it is clear than on the first day of the resur- 
rection, Jesus gave Peter a personal interview. Have 
you ever tried to imagine that meeting? Did Jesus 
chide him? I believe not. When Jesus and Peter 
met, Peter saw for the first time the nail-pierced 
hands, and as their eyes met, Jesus saw that Peter 
was penitent, that the old self-centered Peter had 
died, and with love and without a syllable of rebuke, 
Jesus outstretched his arms and Peter ran between 
the nail-pierced hands. Jesus and Peter, in Oriental 
fashion, embraced each other, and their hearts were 
forever one. The old self-confident Peter was dead, 
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and now Jesus and Peter had perfect heart union, 
and that was the end of the “now.” 

Even so must it happen in the life of everyone 
who becomes wholly Christ’s. There must come a 
time when self and self-confidence, and being self- 
centered dies, and it is no longer “All of self and 
none of thee,” but “None of self and all of thee.” 
This self-surrender is illustrated even in the life of 
the Lord himself, when he left Jerusalem, the crowd, 
the eight, and then the three, and went a little 
farther alone and fell on his face and prayed, “Not 
my will, but thine be done,” and went to the cross 
and redeemed the world. In like manner no Chris- 
tian until he has left behind the world, the church, 
his closest friends, and made the will of God su- 
preme in all his life, has wholly died to self and 
wholly come into his kingdom. Have you done 
that? 

“Peter now enters upon the afterward,’ and we 
pass on to the story of Jesus thrice asking Peter, 
“Lovest thou me?” When Jesus asked Peter the 
third time, and Peter replied, “Lord, thou knowest 
all things: thou knowest that I love thee” I think 
Peter referred to the resurrection morning interview 
when their hearts were forever united. Then Jesus 
said to Peter, “Feed my lambs, feed my sheep.” 
Peter now is in the “afterward” and becomes a 
worker. Note that he stakes all upon Peter’s an- 
swer to the question, “Lovest thou me?” As Jesus 
sent Peter forth to be one of the founders of the 
church he might have asked him, “What is your 
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theory of church policy?” Or, “What is your 
theory or doctrine, or Christology, or eschatology ?” 
He might have asked many other things, but he only 
asked, “Lovest thou me?” The only all-conquering 
missionary motive is love for Jesus. The only mo- 
tive which will cause the Indian ministry through- 
out this great empire to “feed” Christ’s “lambs” 
and “sheep” is love for Jesus. Neither supervision, 
nor increased pay, nor any other device will do it, 
unless the individual Indian worker passionately 
loves Jesus. Love for Jesus is not only the only 
but the all-sufficient motive on the mission field, but 
also in the home church. ° 

When home I was once speaking in a great church, 
and at the close of the address I told the story of 
Lizzie Johnston’s quilt. The story of a great 
sufferer, who lying upon her back on a bed, with 
incessant, intense pain, had worked for foreign mis- 
sions for twenty-eight years; who did not give up 
until she had sent to the foreign field twenty thou- 
sand dollars, and had supported workers who had 
put in over a century and a half years of service. A 
story pathetic enough to break a heart of stone. I 
spread out the quilt and stood beside it within the 
altar, and asked the people to come and shake hands 
and place their offerings for the work in India upon 
the quilt. As I stood there I saw coming down the 
aisle a man and his wife having every appearance of 
great wealth, and I hoped for a large offering. But 
as the man approached me, he did not even look at 
the quilt, but reaching to shake hands, said, “Haven’t 
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we a beautiful church?” I had not even seen the 
church ; I had seen needy India’s millions behind me, 
and a wealthy congregation before me, and I had 
been for over an hour pouring out my heart for 
India. This man of wealth and his wife passed on 
and out, but not a cent did they place upon the 
quilt. They were followed by a poor widow. She 
approached, weeping, but with a face beaming with 
love for Jesus. She took from her neck two cheap 
necklaces, probably worth about eight annas (six- 
teen cents). These were the mementos of a happy 
wedded life, but she handed them to me saying, “I 
have no money, this is all I have, but I must give 
something.” What caused the difference? The 
wealthy man and his wife loved the world, and the 
widow loved Jesus. I have often heard it said in 
the homeland, that if the people at home knew the 
facts concerning the mission field, they would fur- 
nish the funds. My experience has been that those 
who love Jesus will furnish the funds, and those who 
love the world more than Jesus will pass by as that 
rich man and his wife passed the Lizzie Johnston 
quilt. Christ Jesus knew that the magnitude of the 
gospel commission is immeasurable, that the diffi- 
culties humanly speaking are unsurmountable, that 
the sins from which Christless nations are to be 
saved are innumerable and appalling. He therefore 
knew that to accomplish such a task there must be 
a transmission of his divine love into human hearts. 
His test question still is, “Lovest thou me more than 
these?” 
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It would seem as if, after all this, Jesus had Peter 
fully made by this time, but not so. Jesus had yet 
one other thing to say to Peter, which was, “Tarry 
until ye be clothed with power from on high.” Peter 
now loved Jesus, but Peter had not yet the spir- 
itual power that would overcome his vacillating 
nature and his personal weakness, and enable him 
to live that kind of a life that would face persecu- 
tion, and that would overcome his personal ambition 
and enable him to live such a Christlike life as would 
make the testimony of his life correspond with the 
testimony of his lips. So Jesus said to him and to 
all the others, “Tarry ye until ye be clothed with 
power from on high.” Here we have Jesus teach- 
ing Peter that an infilling of the Holy Spirit is nec- 
essary in order to have a complete equipment for 
aggressive spiritual work. To get a conception of 
what this power means, see Peter before Pentecost 
quailing and denying his Lord before a little maid; 
then see the same Peter, “clothed with power,” rising 
and beginning to witness on the day of Pentecost, 
probably before, in the main, the same crowd who 
had cried concerning Jesus, “Away with him, cru- 
cify him!” Yet now Peter, clothed with power, wit- 
nessed with such holy boldness for Jesus that three 
thousand of these same people became convicted of 
sin, and cried concerning the same Jesus, “What 
shall we do, what shall we do?” The entirely new 
prayer life and the God-consciousness that came 
upon the early church still further proclaim the 
meaning of being “clothed with power.” 
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Waar, Tuen, Is ton SpaciaL MHANING OF 
PENTECOST? 


Pentecost is an equipment for service. Peter had 
been with Jesus three years, and with the others, 
had received the Holy Spirit, but evidently not in 
the measure necessary for the amazing witnessing . 
service into which he was now being ushered. There- 
fore there is not only the Pentecost story in the life 
of Peter, but as you follow him on through the Acts 
of the Apostles, where his name is mentioned not 
less than thirty-four times, he is refilled and re- 
filled with the Holy Spirit for each new and differ- 
ent situation; from which I believe we can safely 
infer that good people throughout all time may have 
2 new and all-sufficient infilling of the Holy Spirit 
for any new duty or trial. It is also of interest to 
all believers that Peter was not only refilled himself, 
but he tells that when he prayed “for Gentile Chris- 
tians,” “the Holy Spirit fell on them as on us at 
the beginning.” “God gave them the Holy Ghost 
even as he did us.” This is the inheritance of all our 
Christian people in India. 

Peter Goes Forth to Serve. One might be dis- 
posed to stop at this point and call Peter wholly 
made. But, as Indian missionaries, we have only 
reached the place of special interest in the making 
of Peter. That is, Jesus sent him forth to serve 
amid social conditions somewhat resembling those 
of India. There were Gentiles and Jews, and they 
had no fellowship with each other, and were sepa- 
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rated, as Indian missionaries might say, on caste 
lines. Here let me say that I believe we who are 
missionaries in India, because of caste separation, 
are facing the most difficult missionary situation of 
the centuries, not excluding the problems that faced 
Peter and Paul. 

We have not all the troubles in India. Saint 
Paul, who said on Mars’ Hill, “God hath made of 
one blood all nations of men,” also had to write to 
masters to be kind to their slaves, and to slaves 
to be subject to their masters. That is, he had to 
recognize a social custom among the early Chris- 
tians absolutely contrary to the gospel of Jesus, and 
even Paul had to do the best he could under the cir- 
cumstances. 

How Did Jesus Train Peter? It is perfectly safe 
to assume that Jesus knew, through all the three 
years that he was making Peter, that Peter would 
not eat with the Gentiles. But, so far as it is 
recorded, Jesus never mentioned it to Peter. What 
Jesus did do was: he made a man whose heart was 
aflame with love and with spiritual power, and sent 
him forth as a worker. It is always comforting to 
me in the midst of India’s castes to realize that 
Jesus adequately recognized the tremendous reality 
of race prejudices and social conditions. He did 
this so markedly that before Peter was asked to eat 
with the Gentiles he had been given such spiritual 
power that Ananias and Sapphira had fallen dead 
at his feet and Deaconess Dorcas had been raised 
from the dead; but even after all that it was neces- 
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sary that a special revelation be given from heaven 
to induce Peter to give up his race prejudices and 
eat with the Gentiles. Oh, such patience! Suppose 
that when Jesus first called Peter to follow him, he 
had said, “You must eat with the Gentiles.” Would 
Peter have done it? I doubt it. But even if he 
had, what would it have been worth? I think, prac- 
tically nothing. But when Peter was fully equipped, 
and filled with the Holy Spirit, and ate with the 
Gentiles, the Holy Spirit fell upon them, and the 
Gentile Church was born. 

Are we going to have the patience and wisdom 
of Jesus, or are we going to refuse to baptize caste 
inquirers until they promise to eat with Sweeper — 
Christians, or are we going to adopt the principles 
of Jesus and let men become Christians and adjust - 
the race prejudices when the converts have de- 
veloped into a fuller Christian life? Shall we fol- 
low our present mass movement lines and let Chris- 
tians bring people of their own caste to Christ, and 
trust and train them with the hope that later the 
gospel leaven will so completely leaven their social 
ideas as to bring all together into one Christian 
Church? I have already administered a communion 
to representatives of over thirty castes at one com- 
munion table. In our church we have Christian 
workers from many castes, children in our schools 
from various castes, and they all take communion 
together, and so do our Chaudhris of various castes. 
That is, the leaders have already abandoned caste, 
and we believe, if we follow Christ’s methods, that 
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communities will follow. Let us not in the midst 
of our problems forget the primitive church, and 
Peter’s special equipment for social conditions not 
as complicated as ours. 

But to conclude and better understand what a 
marvelous man Jesus made of Peter, sometime when 
you have time sit down and read through, at a 
sitting, the two epistles written by Peter. Then 
close your eyes and ask yourself this question: 
“What is there in the realm of morality, or in the 
teaching of Jesus, that a Christian needs to know, 
that has not been dealt with in those two concrete 
epistles of Peter?’ Peter, who was transformed 
from a fisherman to an apostle by the patience and 
methods of Jesus, came to patiently work with weak 
and vacillating disciples, hoping for a soul-inspiring 
outcome. J am glad to testify before I close that 
I know a goodly number of patient Indian ministers, 
preachers of great spiritual power, who have been 
made by patient missionaries who had adopted the 
methods of Jesus. 

Let us each trust Jesus to so endow us with his 
grace, that we shall move up out of Peter’s “now” 
of weakness, into his “afterward” of the fullness 
of spiritual power. 
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